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It must not be thought, however, that Pope was
incapable of deep feeling, or that the heroic couplet
was unsuited to express it. Here is part of his Elegy to
the Memory of an Unfortunate Lady.

What can atone (oh ever-injured shade!)
Thy fate unpitied, and thy rites unpaid ?
No friend's complaint, no kind domestic tear
Pleas'd thy pale ghost, or grac'd thy mournful bier.
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd,
By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed,
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn* d,
By strangers honoured and by strangers mourned !
What tho' no friends in sable weeds appear,
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year,
And bear about the mockery of woe
To midnight dances, and the public show ?
What tho* no weeping loves thy ashes grace,
Nor polish*d marble emulate thy face,*
What tho* no sacred earth allow thee room,
Nor hallowed dirge be muttered o'er thy tomb:
Yet shall thy grave with rising flowers be drest,
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast:
There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow,
There the first roses of the year shall blow ;
While angels with their silver wings o'ershade
The ground now sacred by thy relics made.

This has feeling as well as polish. Like all Pope's
poetry, it is aimed at a polite and cultured audience,
Poets and authors had become important as a class,
and the society in which they moved took a critical
1 i.e. there is no marble statue over your grave.